Bats fluttered mysteriously from the wood to the fruit-
trees on the hill slopes, and a damp sigh of wind carried
on it the sweet evening scent of clematis.
" Look ! Stop! Keep quite still," whispered Helene.
" Can you feel ? Can you smell ? Can you hear ? "
Rainer was obliged to laugh at the hungry way in which
she opened her eyes, her mouth, her nostrils, so as to
savour everything at once.
** Now all the birds are asleep. I can feel it. I can
feel them all in their nests, how warm and downy they
are, and how sleepy and comfortable. That's how I
should like things to be—comfortable and safe like that
I'd like things to be comfortable, Firilei, please; all
comfortable. I should like not to have to be strong. I
am so tired. I should like to be allowed to be tired for
once and to rest and not do anything at all, just let things
happen. I must be comfortable. I want to be a little
bird in a little nest and go to sleep. Will it be like that ? "
cc Yes, yes," whispered Rainer. " It will be like that
Just like that, Helene. Now everything is hard and
exhausting, but suddenly everything will be all right
Then you will be all that you want to be. A bird, a
flower, a star, a seed in the earth or a tree bearing
fruit"
« Yes, I'd rather be a tree."
"You must trust me. You must not be afraid.
Nothing else will happen to you, it will all be left behind
you. You will just go to sleep and everything will be all
right"
** Stop \ Wait a moment I am not afraid. Tell me
again exactly what it will be like, I want to know how
it happens."
" Come, give me your hands, both of them. How
cold they ate ! Oh, Hele, dear Hele, for the first time you
seem small and weak. How sweet it is, and how much I
166

